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Aratha Redmond, opern singer, slarting
Tor an auto drive In-New York, finds a
stranger senl as her chauffeur. Bhe ls
annoyed, but he remalne, Leaving the ear,
she gors into the park to read the wili of
an old friend of her mother, who hag left
her property. There she ix accosted by a
wtranger, who follows her to the auto,
olimba In and chloroforms her. James
Hambivlon of Lynn, Mass., moember of an
<ld New Magland family, docides he nesds
4 holiday. He goes te New Yotk and
theres witoeases the abdugtion of Agstha
Redmond., Hambleton sees Agaths forcl-
bly taken aboard a yocht. Fa secures a
tug and when near the yacht drops over-
Board Aleck Van Camp, friend of Ham-
Bleton, had un appolntment with him. Not
meeting Hambloton, he makes a call upon
friends, Madume and Miss Molanle Rey-
nler. With the latter, Van Camp ls very
much in love

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

“1 think my propesition a prior one,”
he remarked with dogged precision;
"but, of course, Mies Reynler must
declda.” He recoverad his temper
erough to add, quite plensantly. con.
eidering the elreumstances, "Unless
Muadame Reynler will take my part?’
turning to the older woman.

“Oh, no, not fair,” ghouted Jomes.

“tadame Reynler's always on my

‘@, Aren't you, Madame?"

dadame Reynler smiled Inseruinbly,

m alwiys on the slde of virtue in
distress,” ahe sald

That's me, then, fsn't [t? The way
¥ou're abusing me, Madomolselle, 18-
tening here to Van Camp all the ave-
wing!"

fut  Melnnie, tired, perhaps, of be-
ing patiently tactful, settled the mat.
ter. "l can't go to luncheon with any-
body, tomorrow,” she protested, “l've
had a touch of that arch-esemy, Indi-

gestion, you see; and 1 ean't do any-
thing but my preseribed exercises, nor
drink anything but distilled water—"
“Nor eat anything bhut food! We
¥mow," crled the Irrepressible Jones.
“But the Little Gray Fox has a spe-
clal dlet for Just such cases ag yours,
Do come!™
“Heavens!
there!"

Then I don't want to go
groaned Aleck

Melnnie gave Jones ber hand, half In
thanks and hall In farewell. “No,
thank you, not tomorrow, but some-
time soon; perhaps Thursday., Will
that do?" she smiled. Then, as Janes
wius dizcontentedly lounging about the
door, ghe did a pretly thing. Turn-
ing from the door, she stood with face
averted from: everybody except Van
Camp, and for an instant her eyes met
Bls In o [riendly, half-humorous but
wholly non-commitial glance. His
eyes held hera In a look that was like
an embrace.

T will sea you soon,"
quletly

Van Camp sald good-night to Jones
at the corner,”after they had walked
togelher in ellence for half a block

"Good-nlght, Van Camp," sald Jones:
then he added cordlally: “By the way,
I'm going back next week in my pri-
¥iate car to watch the opening of the
Liza Lu, and I'd be mighty glad (f
vou'd go along. Anything else to do?"

“Thanks—extromely; but I'm going
on & crulse.”

As Aleck entered the plously exelu.
sive hall of the club hls good nature
came to hia ald. He wondered wheth-
er he hadn't scored something, afler
all,

she sald

CHAPTER V.

Melanie's Dreama.

Midnight and the relaxation of slum-
ber could subtract nothing from the
high-browed dignlty of the club ofi-
«olitls, and the mesgnge that wag wait-
ing for Mr. Van Camr was delivered
in the most correct manner. "“"Mr,
Hambleton sends word to Mr. Van
Camp that he has gone away on the
Jeanne DYAre. Mr, Hambleton may
not be back for some time, and re-
‘quente Mr. Van Camp to look after the
Bea Gull™

"Very well, thank you," replied
Aleck, rather absent-mindedly. He was
unable to see, Immediately, just what
change In his own plans this sudden
turn of Jim's would cause; and he was
for the moment ton deeply preoccuy.
pled with his own personal affairs to
speculate much about it. His thoughta
wont back to the events of the eve
ning, recalled the pleture of his Di-
ans and her teasing ways, and dwelt
especially upon the honest, friendly,
wholly bewltching look that had flown
to him at the end of the evening. Ab-
surd as his own attempt at a declara-
tion had been, he somehow felt that
he himuelf was not absurd In Melanie's
oyes, though he was far from certain
whether she was inclined to marry

him.
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Aleck, on his part, had not come to
his decision suddenly or impulsively;
nor, having arrived there, was he to
be turned from ft essily. True as 't
was that he sincerely and affectionate
ly desired Melanle Reynier for a wife,
yet on the whole he was a very cool
Romeo, He was manly, but he was
calculating; he was honorably dls-
posed toward matrimony, bot he was
uot reborn with love. And so, In the
sober bedroom of the elub, he quickly
fell into the good sleep Induced by fa-
Iigue and healthy nerves.

Morning brought counsel and a dis-
position to renew operations. A mnote
was dispatohed to his Diana by a pri-
vale messenger, and the boy was bid-
den to wait for an apnswer. It came
presently:

"Come at twelve, If you wish,
“"MELANIE REYNIER.”

Aleck amiled with salisfaction. Here
was a wise venture going through hap-
plly, he boped. Iie was plensed that
she bad pamed the very hour he had
asked for the night belore. That was
like her good, frank way of meeting a
sltuntion, and it augured well for the
unknown emergencies of their future
life. He had little patience with ti-
midily and traditional coyness in wom-
en, and great ndmiration for an open
and fearless spirit. Melanie’'s note
almost sat his heart thumping,

But not quite; and no one under-
stood the cool nature of that organ
better than Melanle herself. The la-
dies In the apartment at the Arch-
nngel hid lingered at thelt breakfast,
the austerity of which had been mitl-
galed by a center decoration of or-
chids and fern, freshtouched with
dew; or so Madame Reynler had de-
seribed them to Melanle, as ghe
brotight them to her with the card of
Mr. Lloyd-Jones, Miss Reynler smiled
faintly, admired the blossoms and turn-
ed away .

The ladles usually spoke French
with each other, though occaslonally
Madames Reynier dropped Into the
harsher speech of her natlve country.
On this morning she did this, telling
Melanle, for the tenth time in as many
days, that In her opinlon they ought
to be going home, Mudame consld-
ered this her duty, and felt no real
responsibllity after the statement was
made, Nevertheless, she wus glnd to
find Melanie disposed to dlscuss the
matter a little further,

“Do you wish to go home, Auntle, or
Ia it that you think T ought to go?

“I don't wish to go without you,
ehlld, you know thal; and 1 am very
comfortable here, But his Highness,
your cousin, 1s very |mpatient: I soa
that In every letter from Krolvets,
You offended him deeply by putting
off your marriage to Count Lorenzo,
and every day now deepens his indig-
nation agalnst you. I don't llke to dls.
cuss these things, Melanle, but 1 sus-
pect that your actlon deprives him of
4 very necessary revenue; and I un-
darstand, better than you do, to ahat
lengths your cousin is capable of go-
ing when he ls displeased. You are,
by the law of your eountry, his ward
untll you marry. Would it not be bet-
ter to submit to him in friendship,
rather than to Ineur hig enmity? Aft-
er all, he la your next of kin, the head
of your famlily, and & very powerful
man. If we are golog home at all, we
ought to go nuw."

“"But suppose we should ... clde not
to go home at all?”

“You will have to go some time, dear
chiid. You are all alone, except for
me, and in the nature of things you
can't hive me always. Now that you
are young, you think It an easy thing
to break away from the tles of blood
and birth; but belleve me, It {an't
eany. You, with your nature, could
never do It. The call of the land I8
strong, and the time will come when
you will long to go home, long to go
back to the land where your father
led his soldiers, and where your moth.
er was admired and loved."”

Madame Reynler paused and watoh-
ed her nlece, who, with oves cast
down, was toying with with her spoon,
Suddenly a erimson flush rose and
spread over Melanle's cheeks and fore-
head and pneck, and when she looked
up Into Madame Reynler's face, she
was gozing through unshed tears.
She rose quickly, came round to the
older woman's chalr and kissed her
cheek affectionately, ’

“Dear Auntle, you nre very good to
me, and patient, too. It's all true, I
suppose; but the prospect of home
and Count Lorengo togother—ah,
waelll" she smlled reassuringly and
again caressed Madame Reynler's

gsunt old fece.  “TI thimk &t all over,
Auntle dear.”

Madame Reyulsr followed Melanie
into ber sitting-room, bringlng the
precious orchids in her two bands,
fearful lest the fragile waso should
fall. Melanie regarded them & mo-
ment, and then sald she thought they
would do better in the drawingroom.

“I sometimes think the lttle garden
pink quite as pretty as an opohid.”

“They aren't so much in Mr, Lloyd
Jones' style as these,"” replied Madame
Reynler. She bad a faculty of co
menting pleasantly without the leas
bint of critiolsm. This remark de
lightad Melante,

"No; I should pever plcture Mr.
Lioyd-Jones as a garden pink. But
then, Auntle, you remember how elo-
fuent he was about the hills and the
stars. That speech did not at all in-
dieate a hothouse nature.”

“Nevertheless, 1 think his sentl-
ments have been cultivated, like his
orchids."

"Not & bad achievement,” said Me-
lanle,

Thera wan sn interval of silence,
while the younger womnn stood look-
ing out of the window and Madame
Reynler cut the leaves of & French
Journal. She did not read, howaver,
and preeently she broke the silence
“I' don't remember that Mr. Van
Camp ever sent orchids to you."

“Mr. Vat Camp never gave me any
kind of flower. He thinks flowers are
the most intimate of all gifts, and
should only be exchanged hetween
sweetheurts, At least, I heard him ex-
pound some such theory years ago,
when we first knew him."

Madame smiled—an significant smile,
if any one had been looking. Nothing
further wae sald until Melanle uaex-
pectedly shot straight to the mark
with;

"How do you think he would do,
Auntle, In place of Count Lorenzo?"

Madame Reynler showed no sur-
prise, “He i & sterling man; but your
cofisin would never consent to it.”

“And If 1 should not consult
cousln "

"My dear Melanie, that would en-
tall many embarrassing consequences;
and embarrasementsa are worse than
orimes,"

Melanle eould laugh at that, and
did. “I've already snswered a note
from Mr. Van Camp this morning,
Auntle. No, don't worry,” she play-
fully answered a sudden anxlous look
that came upom her aunt's coutite-
nanee, “I've not sald ‘yes' to him. But
he's coming to see me at twelve, I 1
den't glve him a chance to say what
he has to say, he'll take one anywhere.
He's capable of proposing on the
street-cara. Besldes, I have something
also to say to him.,"

“Wall, my dear, you know best: cer-
tainly I think you know best,” was
Madame Reynler's last word.

Mr, Van Camp arrived on the stroke
of twelve, an expression of happiness
on his lean, quizzical face.

“I'm supposed to be starting on a
crulse,” he told Melanle, "but luek
& with me. My cousin hasn't turned
up—or rather he turned up only to
disappear Instantly. Otherwise he
would have dragged me off to cateh
the first ebb-tlde, with me hanging
back ke an anchor-ahaln.”

“Is your cousin, then, such a ty-
rant?"

"Oh, yves; he's a masterful man, I8
Jimmy."

“And how did he ‘disappeat Instant-
Iy? 1t eounds mysterlous.”

"It 1a mysterious, but Jim ecan take
cars of himself; at least, I hope he
ean. The message said he had salled
on the Jeanne D'Are, whatever that
is, nnd that 1 was to Jook after our
hired yacht, the Sea Gull*

Melania loaked up, startled. *“The
Jeanne D'Are, was {t?" she ecrled.
"Are you sure?! But, of course—there
must be many boats by that name, are
there nat? PBut did he say nothing
more—whera ha was going, and why
he changed his plans T

“No, not a word more than that,
Why? Do you know of a boat named
the Jeanne D'Arc?"

“Yan, very well; but it ean not mat-
ter. It must be nnother vessel, sure-
ly. Meanwhile, what are you going
to do without your companlon?"

Aleck rose from the slender gilt
chair where, ag usual, he had perched
himself, wnlked to the window and
thrust his hands Into his pockets for
a contemplative moment, then he
turned and came to a stand squarely
befors Melanie, looking down on her
with his quizzical, honest eyes.

“That depends, Melanis,” he sald
slowly, “upon whether you are going
to marry me or not."”

For a second or two Melanla's eyes
rofused to lift; but Aleck’s firm-plant-
ed figure, his steady gaze, above all,
his dominating will, foreed her to look
up. There he was, smiling, strong,
big, kindly. Melanle started to smile,
but for tha second time that morning
her oyes unexpectedly filled with
Lears,

“l can't talk to you towering over
me lika that,” she sald at last softly,
her smile winning agalnst the tears.

Aleck did not move. "I don't want
you to ‘talk to' me about'it; all I want
Is for you to say ‘yes,'"

“But I'm not golng to say ‘ves:' at
lenst, I don't think I am. Do sit
down."

my

Aleck started straight for the giit
chalr,

“Ok, no; not that! You are four
times too big for that chalr, Be
sldes, IU's quits valuable; it's a Louis
Quinze.”

Aleck Indulged o a viclous kick at
the ridiculous thing, up an
enormous  lextherboftémed  chalr
made apparently of lead. and placed It
Jauntily almost beside Miss Reynier's’
<halr, bul fa¢ing the other way.

“This & much better, thank you”
he said.,""Now tell me why you think
you are not golog to say ‘yes' o
M-

Melanle’s mood of softness had mot
left her; but eittlng thers, face to
face with this man, face to face with
hiz serlousness, his masculine will
and strepgth, she felt that she had
something yet to struggle for, some
deap personal right to ba acknowl
edged, It was with a dignity, an aloof-
ness, that was quite real, yet very
eweet, that she met this American
lover. He had her hand in his firm
grasp, but he was walting for her to
speak. He was giving her the hear-
ing that was. In his opinion, her right,

“In the first plice,” Melanie began,
“you ought to know more about me—
who 1 am, and all that sort of thing
I am, In one sense, not mt all what I
geem to be; and that, in the case of
marriage, 18 a dangerous thing."

“It Is an important thing, at least.
But I do know who you are; I knew
long ago. Since you never refdrred
to the matter, of course I never did.
You are the Princess Auguste Stepha-
nie of Kralvetz, cousin of tha present
Dule Stephcen, ealled King of Krol
votz. You are even In line for the
throne, though there are two or thres
iives between. You have Incurred
the dispieasure of Duks Stephen and
are prectieally an exlle from your
country.”

“A voluntary exile,”
rocted.

“Voluntary only In the sense that
you prefer -exile to absolute submis-
slon to the duke. There is no alterna.
tive, If you return,”

Melante was sllent, Aleck lifted the
hand which he held, touched It gently
with his lips and lald it back beside
Its fellow on Melanle's lap. Then he
roge and lfted both hands before her,
half In fun and half In earneatnesy,
a8 If he were & courtier dolng rever
ence to his queen.

“See, your Highness, how rendy I
am to do you homage! Only smlle on
the most devoted of your servanta"”

Melanle could not resist hls gentle
galety. It was ns if they were two
children playing at a story. Aleck, in
such r mood as thls, was as much fun
as o dancing bear, and in flve minu-
tes more he had won peals of langhter
from Melanie. It was what he vanted
—to brighten her splrits, So present-
Iy he came back to the blg chalr,
though he did not ngain take her
hand.

“T knew you were titled and Impor-
tant, Melanle, and at first I thought
that sealed my case entirely, But you
seemed to forget vour state, seemed
not to care g0 very much about It;
and perhaps that made me think it
wnus possible for ug both to forgoet it,
or at least to Ignore it. 1 haven't a
gold throne to give you; but you're
the only woman 1've ever wanted to
marry, and T wasn't golng to glve up
the chance nnttl you said so.”

“Do you know also that if I marry

out of my rank and without the con.
sent of Duke Stephen, I shall forfeit
all my fortune?"
“'Cut off without a cent!'” Aleck
lanughed, but presently paused, embar-
rasged for the first time elnece he had
begun his plea. "I, you know, haven't
millions, but there's & decent {ncome,
even for two. And then I can always
go to work and earn something,” he
smiled at her, “glving Information to
a thirsty world about the glll-slit, as
you call it. It would be fun, earning
money for you; 1'd like to do t."

Melanle smiled back at him, but left
her chalr and wandered uneasily about
the room, ns If turning a diffeult mat-
ter over In her mind., Aleck stood
by, watching., Presently she returned
to her chalr, pushed him gently back
into his sent and dropped down beslda
him. Hefore she spoke, sha touchad
her fingers lightly, almost lovingly,
along the blue velns of his bilg hand
Iying on the arm of the chalr. The
hand turned, llke a magnet apring,
and Imprisoned hers,

“No, dear friend, not yet," sald Me-
Innfe, drawing away her hand, yet net
very quickly, after all. “There Is much
yet to say to you, and 1 have been
wondering how to say it, but 1 shall
do 1t now. Like the heroes in the
novels,” ghe smiled again, * T am go-
Ing to tell you tha story of my life.”

“Gopd!" eald Aleck. “All ready for
chapter one. Hut your mald wants
you at the door.”

"“Go awany, Sophle,” sald Melanie.
“Serva luncheon to Madame Reynier
alona. 1 shall walt; and you'll have
to wall, too, poor man!" She looked
sorutinizingly at Aleck. “Or are you,
perhaps, hungry? I'm not going to talk
to & hungry man,” she announced.

“Not & bite till I've heard chapter
thirty-nine!" sald Aleck.

In & moment she became sarious
ngain.,

“I have lived In England and here In
Americs,” ahe began, “long enough to

Melanle cor-

understand that the
tween your people

¥

|

than the differences o and
climate; they are ingrained In our
habits of thought, our eduesation, our
Judgment of life and of peopls. My
childhood and youth were wholly dif-
ferent from yours, or from what an

American girl's could be; and yet I
think 1 understand your Americam
woman, though I suppose [ am not In
the least like them L

“But I, on the other hand, have seen
the dark side of life, and particularly
of marriage. When I .was & child 1
‘was more important in my own coun-
try than 1 am now, since it seemed
then that my father would succeed to
the throne. I was brought up to fesl
that I was not & woman, but & pawn
In the game of politics. When I had
been out of the convent for a year or
more, I loved a youth, and was loved
in return, but our marriage was
laughed at, put aside, declared impos-
£lble, because he was of a rank In-
ferior to my own. My lover disap-
peared, 1 know not whers or how.
Then affairs changed. My father dled,
and it transpired that I had been of-
ficially betrothed sinoe ehildhood Lo
Duke Stephen's brothee, the Count
Lorenzo. The duke was my guardian,
and there was no one else to whom I
could appeal; but the very week set
for the wedding 1 faced the duke and
declared I would mnever marry the
count. His Highness raged and
stormed, but 1 told him a few things
I knew about his brother, and I made
him seo that I was In earnest. The
next day I left Krolvets, and the duke
gave out that I was Il and had gone
to a health resort; that the wedding
wne postponed. 1 went to France and
hid mysel! with my aunt, took one of
my own middle nnmes and her sur
name, sand have besn known for some
time, as you know, as Melanie Rey-
nier.”

it you wish to tell me all
the5e things, Melanle, but I do not
want you to recall painful matters of
the past now,” sald Aleck gently.
“You ghall tell me of them at another
time.”

The color brightened in Melanie's
face, her eyes glowed.

“No, not another time; you must un-
derstand now, especlally because all
thie preface leads me to what I really
want to say to you. It {a this: 1 do
npt now care for the man 1 loved at
nineteen, nor for any of the other men
of my country who have been pleased
to henor me with their regard. But
evar since those early days I have had
a dream of a home—a place different
from Duke Stephen's home, different
from the homes of many people of my
ranlk. My droam has a husband in it
who 18 a companlon, a friend, my
aqual in love, my superior In
strength.,” Moelanle's eyes lifted to
meet Aleck’s, and they were full of an
almost traglo passion; but it was a
passion for comprehension and love,
not primarily (or the man sitting be-
fora her, She added simply: “And
for my dream I'd give all the wealth,
all the love, I have'

The room was very still. Aleck Van
Camp sat qulet and grave, his fore-
hend resting on his hand. He looked
up, finally, at Melanie, who was be:
side him, pale and quite worn,

“Poor child! You needed me more
than I thought!" was what he sald.

But Melanle had not quite finished.
“No, that la not enough, that I ghould
need you. You must aleo need me,
want what I alone can glve you, mateh
my love with yours, And this, 1
think, you do not do. You calculate,
you remain cool, you plan your life
like a campalgn, and I am part of your
equipment, You are a thousand times
better than Count Lorenzo, but | think
your principles of reasoning are the
same. You do mnot love me enough,

and that 1s why I can not say yes."

Aleck had taken this Iast blow
standlng. He walked slowly around
and stood befors Melanle, much ns ho
had stood before her when ha firat
asked her to marry him; and thia
time, as he looked down on her fair
ness, there was infinite gentieness and |
patlence and love In his eyes. He
bent over, lifted Melanle's two hands,
and drew her bodlly out of her seat
She was Impassive. Her qulck alert
ness, her vitality, her passionate seri
ousness, had slipped away. Aleck put
his arms around her very tenderly
and kissed her lips; not a lover's kiss
exactly, and yet nothlng elsa. Then
he looked into her face,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Force of Habit.

An attache at the statehouse has a
nose which slightly turns to the left,
and when arked why, replles: it turns
that wany from force of habit.

“Habit?" some one asked one day,
“how can a nose have o habit?”

“The nose didn't,” was the reply,
"but I did. When I was a boy my nose
naturally turned to the right. It em-
barrassed ma and 1 was guyed about it
#0 much that I decided I would pull it
stralght. 8o T began to draw my left
hand across 1 in the hope I could
stralghten {t. The motion became &
habit. 1 did {t when ‘In school, in
church, and my mother sald 1_did it
when asleep. Befors I could stop the
habit T had the end of my nose pulled
over Lo the other side, and I deelded to
let it stay that way."—Indlanapolin
Newa.

+* All Courteous and Honest

'High Pralse of the Character of
Eskimos and icelanders Given
_ By Explorers.

It wo should ever learn to appre-
late the finer vihloes of human nature
the results would certainly be dam-
aging o our sell esteem. Mr, Bte
{unsson, whose reports of Eakimo life

hospltality, but he tells us lh'llc:::
hosts suppressed every slgn of

land, with & population of 78,000, has
only one pollceman and that the
laste for nleoholle llquors 1s prac.
tically | unknown among the peopls
A recent work on Finland tells us of
‘n curfous custom among the coun-
try people. Those who have money
to deposit In the bank are In the habit
of placing It on & stone In the pub-
lle rond and it s collected by the
bauker from the nearest town as he
makes hin perlodical trips for that
purposs. It may be that discourtesy

| and dishonesty are now inseparable

from ecivillsation, but & separation
will have to be effected if the clvilisa:
tion In W endare. JEW

Present From Grateful Convert.

The walking stlek of General Booth
used on the last walk he ever took
has a little history of its own. At
8 meeting in Parls some time Ago &
notorlous Ruseian anarchist was con.
verted by the general's eloquence, and

.| soon after the latter's return to Eng-

Innd ha recelved from his convert a
plece of string, with the request that
& knot might be tled In it to show the
length of the walking-stick the gen-
eral usually carrled. The string was
knotted accordingly and returned to
Paris, and & little later this stick ar-
rivad In London, a present from the
grateful convert and the work of his
own hands, :

Completing the Courss,

whon | somo  yeara, Jﬂbulzﬂmu

King of American Islands ~

e e

James Jésse OStrang Really Wae
Crowned and Had Dominion With-
In the United Btates.

Thers frequently nappears along
Chestnut streel n professional beggar
who claims to be Henry Strang, a son
of America’'s only king. His tale is
grosted ns a huge joke, yet the story
he tells Is true, the only part of It
concerning which there may be any
doubt belmg his own connection
with it

The kingdom he refers to was once
sot up on Beaver Island, in northern
Lake Michigan, and flourished for

emonles, Thersa was much contros
versy between the Mormons mnd the
other inhabitants of the fsland, monat
ly fishermon. While on a visit to De
trolt President Fillmore heard of this
little kingdom within the domain of
the United Btates. He sent an armed
vessel to Beaver [pland, and King
Btrang was captured and tried for
treason. He conducted his own de
fenne ahd made such an eloquent plea
that he was acquitted. In 1850 he
::: l-m-mhlll, Iphia Reo

#Those framers of the Unlted States
‘constitution did great work" sald the
"It weems to mie they had it pretty

easy,” replied the member of oon-

&

BALKAN WAR BEGAN IN 1663
Confiict of Races Started kong Age,
Scems Destined Now ta Be Fought

? to & Finlah,

An ltallan newspaper reminds us
usefully that the Balkan war began
tenturies ago. . 1o the state archives
“at Vienna s the declaration of war
gent by Sultan Mehemot IV, to Eme
peror Leopold In 1682) “Be it kno'wn

to you, the heir of the Cassars, to the

‘king of Poland, and to your allies
and omunipotent emperor of the east
and west, . is on the point of
lnvading your paltry territories, We
shall bring 1,300,000 soldiers, on horse
and foqt, to cruesh you utterly and lay
widte all your domains. We command
¥ou-to await our coming in our resl
dence in Vienna, where It is our in-
tention to have you beheaded."

fut the war was even then an old
story. The delightful writer who con-
tribintes “The Office Window" to the
London Daily Chronicle tells us that
while searching through some of the
earllest newspapers printed his eye
Wwas continually diverted to news let-
ters from the continent giving a¢
counts of the unholy war which Tur
key was waging on Hungary and Aus
tria.  Almost at random he coples the
following from the Newes of Septem:
ber 17, 1888, a grim reminder that the
Turk has remained unchanged and
unchangeable for these 260 years at
least:

“Vienna, S8ept, 6.—~In Austria every
Fifth Man s to bear Armes; and they
hope to raise 20,000 Men upon that
Levy to secure the Frontiere. At this
ingtant comes freih Intelligence of 10,
000 Turks, and as many Tartars; pass-
ing the Waegh, and that they carry
all before them with Fire and Sword."

And again: “We hear that upon the
third Instant the Enemy has beaten
our Toot by the River Waegh, and
Possess'd himsell of the narrow Pas-
gsages between the Hilly, where he has
burnt divers Town and Villages, and
Massacred many Thousands of People,
siriking off the heads of some, putting
others in Chaing and cutting
to pleces Young and Old without Dis-
tinction or Meroy.”

Commercial Notaticn.

It glves an Impressive idea of the
immensity of the international trade
carried on in vessels to read that 65
(00,000 tons of coal are eonsumed n a
year In the furnaced oi ships 2m-
ployed In international

ers which transport a ton of cargo a
mile by burning hall an ounce of
fuel, which means moving ten barrals
of flour a mile with a plece of coal
the size of a hickory nut.

Only Maice Believe.
A visitor at the home of a famous
atthor was greeted by a little daugh-
ter of the latter. Engaging the little

girl In convargation, the visitor obe
served:
“Aren’t you proud to think your

pape I8 famous?"”

The little girl nodded.

“He writes stories, doesn't he?"

Lowering her voice, | the child re-
pied:

“They're not real storles;
makes them up himself.”

he just

Dictating to Women.

Women, according to an edict in the
Chinese government, are to wear Hu.
ropean bats, but otherwise rotain their
customary dress, with certain modifea-
tions. 1t Is prophesied that there will
be revolt at the edict, betauss women
in Chinn as clsewhere, have grown
weary of having men undertake to de:
clde for them in mntters of dress, mat-
terg of food, matters of morals and
matters ¢f government

Will Get Rice of Felon,
To cure & felon take common salt,

as used for salting pork or beef, dry |

In the oven, pound fine, mix with
equal parts of spirits of turpentine,
pit in a cloth and wrap around the
affacled part. As It gets dry put on
more, Twenty-four hours of this
Ireatment will kill the felon,

Example,
Profegsor—Mr. Jones, will you kind-
Iy give me an example of reproductive
art?
Jones—A hair restorer—Judge.

Added Injury,
ITe—This steak is burnt,
She—Thal's right—roast it!

HER “BEST FRIEND"
A Woman Thus Speaks of Postum.

We usunlly consider our beat friends
thowe who treat us best,

Some persons think coffee a real
friend, but watch 1t carefully awhile
and observe that it s one of the
meanest of all enemies, for [t stabs
one while profesaing friendship,

Coffée contalns a polsonous drug—
cafieine—which injures the delleate
nervoue system and freguently seta
up disease in one or more organs of
the body, If Its uee Is persisted in.

“l had heart palpithtion and nerv-
ousnesy for four years and the doctor
told me the tronble was caused by
coffes. He advised me to leave it off,
but I thought 1 could not,” writes a
Win, lndy. 1

“On the advice of a friend 1 tried
Postum and it so satisfled me I did not
gare for coffen after a few days' trinl
of Postum. 4

“As weeks went by and I continued
to use Postum my welght Increased
from 88 to 118 pounds, and the heart
trouble left me, I have used it o year
now and am stronger than 1 ever was,
1 edn hustle up wtalrs without any
heart palpitation, and I sm free from
nervousness,’ ;

“My children are very fond of Post
um and It agreos with them. My slster
lked 1t when she drank it at my house;
now she has Postum at home and haa
become veory fond of it. You may use
my name if you wish,*ns I am not
ashamed of pralsing my best friend—
Poatum,” Name given by Pustum Co.,

|| Battle Creak, Mich,

. Postum now comes in new conoen-
trated form cnlled Instant Postum, It
is regular Postum, so proceased

are retalned.
A spoonful of Tnetant Postum with
hot water, and sugar and ¢ to

' | taste, produce Instantly & d

Write for the 1ttt book, “The Toad
Wallvilla 1 o
“There's & Reason” for Postums

commeree, |
And there are certalr. modern freight. |

| ous, dizzy, all tired

_ at the |
factory that only the soluble portlons |-

“Sudden Wiily™

A late professor was wont to ralate
a mather characteristiv story of the
boyhood of the present Germin em-
peror. ;

The professor was conversing with
Empress Frederigk:concerning her son
when Her majesty remarked deprecat-
ingly respecting her sldest born:

“Mein Willy st so pletalich.” (*My
Willy is g0 sudden.”)

Could anything have summed up the
kaiser, as a boy and man, better than
this colloquial confidence of his Impe-
rial mother.

Masterfulness Checked.

“I've a good mind to go and Jump
into the river sald N. Peck, al the
end of a little domestic discusslon, as
he plcked up his hat and started out
“You come back here” said his wife.
“If you intend any such trick as that,
just march upstairs and put on your
old clothes before you start.”

Naturally Indignant.

“Did you telll your troubles to a
policeman?” “Yes," gaid the man
who had been Fobbed. “And 1 tell
you that pollceman was indignant.
The hold-up man hadn't even asked
his permission to operate on his
beat.”

Taking No Chances.

Geninl Squire—Many happy returns,
Willlam. 1 was just going to call on
you with a little bit of tobacco.

Willlam (aged elghty)—Thank ye
kindly, gir, but I be done wi' amokin’,

Genlal 8quire—Why, how's that?

Willlam—Well, I've ‘eard that be-
tween elghty an' ninety's a ticklish
part o' a man's life, so I be takin' no
chances.—Punch,

FOR WEAKNEHS AND LOGS OF APPE-

GROVIS TABTHL B Chils TONIC Grivos ut Be:
A truo tonlo xnid

larin and boilds up the systom,
suro Appotizor. For Mnﬂa and children. opnta,

Similar.
Bacon—Huxley sald thalt an oyster
Is as complicated as a watceh,
Eghert—Waell, I know both of them
run down ecasily.

Literal Nomenciature,

“Why do you eall your
‘Wrinkles? "

“Bacause it is a head liner."

sketoh

¢ |

Nine tailors are needed to make a
man, but there are lots of chaps whase
eradit isn't good with one.

Backache IQ -aWarn-ing-

Thousands suffer
kidney ills unawares
—not knowing that
the backache, head-
aches,and dall,perv-

condition are often
due to kidney weak-
neas alone,
Anybody who suf-
fers constantly from
backacheshould sus-
pect the- kidneys,
Some irregularity
of the secrations may
give just the needed

p

Doan's Kidney
Pills have been cur-
ing backache and
sick kidneys forover
fifty years.

" Brvry Piture
Tolly & Surs"

A Minnesota Case
Mrs, Anns Bossnrd, 71 Byoamore 5t
Minn,, says; “L sufle
ooplen's help me, I

8t Panl,

torribly nnd dootats

&0 heiplows with the

.“In lnaumnluk}ﬁ-nalilm‘l ““TI ln“?m._” I{Ir“
TRy arribledlizay * pells, Doan N

Plllsoured meand today n!:!nmrfmuulm.:"'

Get Doan's at Any Store, 50c » Box
DOAN’S %}BNeY

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y,

SPECIAL TO WOMEN
= yol;rrewa},l;ee;h :r?c:otsazltil:logm

A Soluble Antiseptic Powder

s o remedy for mucousy membrane af-
fections, such as sore throat, nusal op
pelvic catarrh, inflammation or ulcera-'
tion, caused by female {llsa? Women
who have been cured say “it {s worth
Its welght in gold." Dissolve in water
and apply locally. For ten years the
Lydia B. Pinkham Medicine Co. has
recommended Paxtine in their private
correspondence with women.

For all hyglenic and tollet uses it has
no equal. Only §0¢ a large box at Drug-
glsts or sent postpald on receipt of
price. The Paxton Tollet Co., Boston,
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